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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

Started at the Hostelling International hostel at Hemenway St. all the way back in July [when | first arrived in 
Boston], and finished somewhere out on Commonwealth Ave. almost an entire month later on a very hot day. 

Inspired by an editorial in Boston\'s free Stuff@Nght magazine. All dates have been verified to the best of my 
abilities. 


[792 

On Thursday, 24 September, out at Oakland, California, Lars stretches out on the tour bus's second bunk from 
the left and blows a smoke ring at the ceiling. It's not a very impressive smoke ring. It looks more like a lumpy, 
mangled horseshoe than the perfect circles Kirk exhales. Lars frowns and tries again. 


"So," he says. "This is, what, the third time we've done this now? Does that make us anything?" 


Rick's fingers toy with Lars's left hand. His thumb circles the pad of Lars's index finger and down into the 


hollow of his palm. The mix of sweat and semen has already dried on Rick's body-on Lars's body. Congealea. It 


feels like microscopic weight, something he could peel back, still moist and warm underneath. 

"| dunno," Rick says. "What do you mean?" 

"| mean are we, | dunno, fuck buddies or something." 

"Fuck buddies?" 

Lars read that term somewhere, in some magazine or other. Rick is sure of it. Something trendy. Maybe even 
something meant for women. An editorial. How American Are Fuck Buddies? Sormmat like that. It's the kind of 
thing that grabs Lars's attention. Lars does nothing in halves. He's a Danish drummer in an American band and 
sod it all he's gonna fit right into the American part of that label if he can help it. 

But what's this we business? 

"Lars, we just bugger each other every now and then" 

"Thursday." 

"Wot..2" 

"Never mind." 

And for the remainder of the week and the week after that, Rick does manage not to mind much. 

On Thursday, 8 October, somewhere in Saskatchewan, Canada, within the tour bus's first bunk to the right, 
Rick pulls himself out from inside Lars. He leans back on his elbow and grunts to himself. Lars shrugs as if he 
doesn't want anybody pinning the blame on him. 

‘It's Thursday," Rick says. "| just realized. Its Thursday." 


"So are we?" 


"How did you know? You've been keeping track?" Rick flops onto his stomach and narrows his eyes at Lars. 


"Are you keeping score or some shite like that?" 

"The fuck? No." He runs the palm of his hand down his chest, flattening out the sweat beads that trail down to 
his navel. He studies the residues of sweat on his fingers, then wipes the rest off on the sheets. "So are we? 
Fuck buddies." 


Rick chews over the thought. "l. guess we are." 


But every Thursday? When had it become so predictable? It was almost as if the world conspired to make 


sure everything he did was on some sort of cosmic schedule. As if Joe-the eternal mastermind-were running 
the entire world from the sidelines, with everybody at HQ Management running after him, holding up 
appointment books and calendars and making sure that Rick was always on time, right on cue. 

Even the casual sex was on the schedule now. 

"Hey, Lars?" 

Nothing. Then, a low grunt and Lars's leg draping over his thighs. 

"Did you schedule this?" 

Lars's breathing is slowing down. He draws closer to Rick and buries his head below his chin, over his shoulder. 
Exhaled breath tickles at the nape of Rick's neck. The seconds drip by, lengthening out till Rick is certain that 


Lars is already asleep. 


"Yes," Lars says. "Our next Thursday is I5 October, buddy." 
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